SUNDAY  MORNINGS

enough: his background was eternity and in-
finity, the background of poets. Always he saw
human actions, whether the large movements of
nations and epochs or the loves, fears, and
despairs of single souls, under the shadow of the
eternal question, and the vigilance of the taciturn
stars, which, as it were, besprinkle the darkness at
the end of his every chapter and his every book.
But the extensive human scene, the physical
movements and shoutings of crowds, he preferred
always to indicate obliquely ; by glimpses, or by
the effects of these vast events upon the fortunes
and the conversations of individuals, powerfully
illuminated in a corner of the picture.

Had he described the Deluge, he would pro-
bably not have taken us through that catastrophe
on the Ark with the supremely important Noah,
Ham, Shem, Japhet, and the animals after their
kinds, but would have invented some solitary and
subordinate soul who should separately have saved
himself in a fortuitous boat, and ultimately
watched the larger craft come to its temporary
moorings on Ararat. Conrad avoided the con-
ventional panoramic and he avoided the obvious.
But if the novel was not to have been, in the
strict sense, Napoleonic, what would it have
been ? What suggestions there are seem to me to
point to Italy, rather than France, as the scene of
the main action. Lord William Bentinck, who
got the Genoese to side against Napoleon in 1814,
has been brought in. The companions of Cosmo
are interested only in Italian nationalism. The
mysterious Dr. Martel, who patently must have
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